8o         THE THINGS WE ARE

a flash, 'I couldn't go any more/ And
suddenly she began to cry,

"I went over. She let me put her arms
round her this time, She felt as slim as a
boy, shaking there. I kissed her, and I
couldn't help thinking how like a boy she was,

'"Well, whether you believe in God or
whether you don't, it won't matter to me,-
my dear/

"She stayed there with her head on my
shoulder ever so long, and then she went
away,

" I never knew what happened between her
and her husband. But the week after he
got a girl to look after the post office, and he
bought the Half-mile Cottage, You'll pass
it on your way. She went to live there.
Next Sunday morning, before Communion,
some one left a parcel at the Rectory. The
parlourmaid unpacked it. It was the dressing-
case and a letter. She told me. But what
there was in the letter, she didn't know. Mr,
Paternoster put it in his pocket.

" She never goes to church; hardly ever
goes out at all I go to see her once a week.
Not that I don't enjoy myself, but she's so
quiet. And she's more than ever like a lady,
I get flustered almost at times/*